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Should I sustain this great distress,
^Stiil wandering forth thus to and fro
In dreadful hope to hold my peace
And feed myself with secret woe?
Nay, nay, certain, I will not sol
But sure I shall myself apply
To put in proof this doubt to know,
And rid this danger readily.

I shall assay by secret suit
To show the mind of mine intent,
And my deserts shall give such fruit
As with my heart my words be meant*
So by the proof of this consent
Soon out of doubt I shall be sure,
For to rejoice or to repent,
In joy or pain for to endure.

LXXVI

SINCE so ye please to hear me plain,
And that ye do rejoice my smart,
Me list no longer to remain
To such as be so overthwart:

But cursed be that cruel heart
Which hath procured 'a careless mind
For me and mine unfeigned smart,
And forceth me such faults to find.

More than too much I am assured
Of thine intent, whereto to trust;
A speedless proof I have endured;
And now I leave it to them that lust.

LXXVH

NOW must I learn to live at rest;
And wean me of my will;
For I repent where I was prest
My fancy to fulfil.

I may no longer more endur*
My wonted life to lead.
But I must learn to put in ur*
The change of womanhed,